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WRESTLERS 
WRESTLING  FANS 
WRESTED  “BABES” 


AND  IN  THE  SPIRIT  OF  TRUE  LEHIGH 

HOSPITALITY  BIDS  YOU: 

• Date  Our  Babes 

• Use  Our  Beds 

• Drink  Our  Beer  (from  pitchers) 
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108  East  Sixtieth  Street,  New  York  City 

A GOOD  PLACE  TO  DINE 

Lunch,  $1.00 

Dinner,  $1.50 

No  Cover  Charge 

Open  12  noon  - 1 a.  m. 

KOCH  BROTHERS 

Hamilton  Street  at  Seventh,  Allentown 

Young  Mens  Clothing 

— maintaining  style  standards  that  complete- 
ly satisfy  the  refined  tastes  of  the  well-bred 
University  Man. 
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Adler-Rochester 

Dobbs  Hats  Manhattan  Shirts 
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WRESTLERS  AND  EVERYBODY  ELSE: 
TAKE  NOTICE! 

I guess  it  is  necessary  for  everything  to  be  dedi- 
cated to  something,  especially  publications.  This 
particular  publication  has  been  dedicated  in  the  past 
score  of  years  to  about  everything  from  the  house- 
party  dates  to  the  drain  hole  in  the  kitchen  sink 
(perhaps  our  field  hasn’t  been  so  wide  after  all). 

This  time,  however,  there  is  really  something  to 
dedicate  the  damn  thing  to:  the  dandy  wrestlers 
from  all  over  the  nation  who  are  competing  this 
week  in  our  gym.  We  may  not  have  much  to  dedi- 
cate to  you,  boys,  but  we  want  you  to  know  that  it 
represents  our  best  efforts — the  same  kind  you  are 
going  to  put  forth  on  the  mats.  The  least  you  can 
do  is  read  the  magazine  and  then  patronize  all  the 
barber  shops,  haberdasheries,  speakeasies,  tobaccos 
and  hotels  which  advertise  in  our  pages. 

At  any  rate,  we  insist  upon  your  knowing  that 
you  are  most  welcome  in  our  midst,  and  more  than 
that,  we  want  to  wish  you  all  the  luck  in  the  world. 

— The  Editors. 


QUALITY 

LETTERHEADS,  ENVELOPES  and  CARDS 

♦ 

THE  MENNE  PRINTERY 

207  W.  Fourth  Street  Phone  3431 

BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


WALBERT  & BURLINGAME 

PLUMBING 

STEAM  and  HOT  WATER  HEATING 
805  BROADWAY  Phone  914 
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ORES,  Inc. 

310  W.  Broad  St. 
1 Main  Sts. 

UEATA  LUNCH 

OPEN  DAY  and  NIGHT 

406  South  New  Street 
Bethlehem 
(South  Side) 


“Are  you  positive  that  the  de- 
fendant was  drunk?’  asked  the 
judge. 

“No  doubt,’’  growled  the  offi- 
cer. 

“Why  are  you  so  certain?” 

“Well,”  replied  the  officer,  “I 
saw  him  put  a penny  in  the  patrol 
box  on  Fourth  street,  then  look 
up  at  the  clock  on  the  Presbyter- 
ian church  and  shout:  ‘Gawd, 

I’ve  lost  fourteen  pounds!” 


WHAT  TECHNOCRACY  WILL 
DO  FOR  US 

According  to  information 
gleaned  from  reports  pertaining 
to  Technocracy  some  of  the  more 
important  changes  are  so  aston- 
ishing that  they  demand  our  at- 
tention. In  order  to  acquaint  the 
layman,  and  especially  the  college 
student,  we  herewith  present 
Technocracy  in  the  raw. 

Technocracy  will  give  us  a 
chicken  in  every  pot.  A pot  under 
every  bed,  and  a window  to 
throw  it  out  of.  Prohibition  will 
be  done  away  with.  And  beer 
will  be  as  plentiful  as  bull  in  a 
fraternity  house  at  rushing  time. 
There  will  be  a drunk  in  every 
gutter  (not  a Sigma  Nu)  and  not 
a street  cleaner  to  sweep  him  up. 
We  ll  send  both  houses  of  con- 
gress into  the  steel  mills,  and  dis- 
mantle the  blast  furnaces.  These 
drones  will  be  able  to  give  off 
enough  hot  air  in  ten  minutes  to 
keep  the  mills  operating  for 
weeks.  In  this  way  the  cost  of  fuel 
will  be  eliminated  and  at  the 
same  time  the  Congressmen  will 
be  gainfully  employed.  The  cus- 
tom of  having  a wooden  Indian 
in  front  of  the  cigar  store  will  be 
resumed.  In  place  of  the  Indian, 
however,  we’ll  have  a more  ap- 
pealing figure.  We  ll  use  a model 
of  the  president  from  which  the 
dummies  will  be  made,  thus  giv- 
ing prestige  to  the  corner  cigar 
store  and  without  doubt  increas- 
ing its  sales.  The  White  House 
will  be  used  as  a museum  so  that 
posterity  may  see  the  place  where 
more  was  said  about  nothing  and 
less  about  something  than  in  any 
such  structure  on  the  face  of  the 
earth. 

We’ll  rig  up  a system  whereby 
the  radio  crooner  will  be  forced 
to  hear  himself  croon.  A week  of 
this  torture  and  he  11  pass  out,  and 
civilization  will  no  longer  be  tor- 
( Please  turn  to  Page  4) 
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If  tfiat’scatnip 
I’m  a caterpillar! 


99 


THE  Colonel  tried  to  be  kittenish 
. . . but  the  result  was  catastrophe ! 
There  is  one  tobacco  that  domestic 
pets  (from  wives  to  kittens)  run 
towards,  not  away  from! 

With  Sir  \Y  alter  Raleigh  you  are 
almost  guaranteed  a perfect  smoke. 
Why  the  “almost  ’?  Simply  because 
no  tobacco  can  overcome  the  handicap 
of  a foul,  unkept  pipe.  In  a well- 
preserved  briar  there  is  just  nothing 
like  the  satisfaction  you  get  out  of 
Sir  Walt  er  Raleigh  s fragrant,  mild 
mixture,  kept  fresh  in  gold  foil. 

Your  nearest  tobacconist  has  this 
orange  and  black  tin  of  rare  Kentucky 
Burleys.  You  11  agree  with  thousands 
of  particular  smokers  that  it’s  the  cat’s ! 


Erown  & Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky,  Dept.  W-34 
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mented  by  this  cankerous  out- 
growth of  society.  We  ll  send  the 
capitalists  to  Russia  and  the  Com- 
munists to  United  States.  Thus 
a dual  problem  will  be  solved. 
The  Capitalists  will  instill  the  Cap- 
italistic ideal  in  the  Russians,  and 
thereby  make  the  world  safe  for 
democracy.  On  the  other  hand, 
the  Communists  will  satisfy  a long 
felt  need  in  the  United  States. 
There  will  be  enough  Honest-to- 
God  Communists  to  lecture  to 
those  curious  and  would-be  intel- 
lectual old  ladies  who  think  that 
Communism  is  some  sort  of  nud- 
ist colony. 

But  that  is  not  all  that  Tech- 
nocracy will  do.  The  farmer  will 
be  put  to  work  raising  pests  and 
insects  of  every  sort — corn  bore, 
locusts,  boll-weevil,  and  grass- 
hoppers. When  these  will  be  two 
feet  thick  on  every  available  inch 
of  ground  they  will  be  gathered 
up  and  send  to  the  Orient.  They 
will  be  unloaded  in  China  and  Ja- 
pan. The  Chinese  and  Japanese 
will  be  so  busy  fighting  off  the 
pests  they  will  not  have  time 
enough  to  fight  between  them- 
selves. So  we  will  have  neither 
the  agricultural  nor  the  Sino-Jap- 
anese  problems  to  contend  with 
any  more. 

Perhaps  the  best  thing  that 
Technocracy  will  bring  about  will 
be  that  no  one  will  start  working 
til  he  reaches  the  age  of  25 
and  will  not  work  past  45. 
The  working  hours  will  be  from 
12  o clock  to  I o’clock  and  an 
hour  for  lunch.  There  will  be  no 
money  and  no  banks  to  put  it  in, 
thus  eliminating  the  possibility  of 
losing  it. 

There  will  be  no  laboring  nor 
employing  classes,  for  everyone 
will  be  idle:  the  problem  of  class 
friction  automatically  solved.  Nei- 
ther will  it  be  said  that  the  rich 
get  richer  and  the  poor  have  ba- 
bies. Birth  control  will  be  com- 
mon knowledge.  Instead  of  babies 


being  brought  about  as  they  now 
are,  they  will  be  manufactured  in 
the  chemist’s  laboratory  with 
more  efficiency,  less  energy,  and 
a tenth  as  cheaply.  This,  inci- 
dentally, will  solve  the  divorce 
problem,  for  marriage  will  be  un- 
necessary. 

After  everything  will  be  settled 
and  Technocracy  made  perfect, 
everyone  will  be  so  fed  up  with 
the  damned  thing  that  we  ll  kill 
off  the  Technocrats  and  go  back 
to  good  old  depression  days. 

— Kitty-Kat. 


— burr — 


CROCODILE  ROMANCE 

Up  to  last  spring  Soviet  censors  bar- 
red romantic  themes  from  the  new 
Soviet  novels,  plays  and  poems,  de- 
nounced romance  as  frivolous  and  out 
of  keeping  with  the  Five-Year  Plan. 
During  the  summer  such  restrictions 
were  relaxed  but  many  a Red  editor 
still  shies  at  printing  romance.  Re- 
cently the  famed  Crocodile,  satiric 
Soviet  monthly,  set  out  to  poke  fun 
at  editorial  ’fraid-cats,  did  it  with  a 
neat,  significant  short  story  which 
reached  the  U.  S.  last  week: 

Dazzled  by  permission  to  write  a 
love  lyric  for  the  imaginary  newspaper 
Zamoisk  Spooler,  imaginary  Poet  Vas- 
ya Gribakin  submits  to  his  editor  this 
synopsis  of  what  he  proposes  to  write: 

1)  Sitting  on  a bench. 

2)  Gazing  at  the  moon. 

3)  The  aroma  of  flowers. 

4)  Holding  hands. 

5)  Whispering  sweet  nothings. 

6)  Love  as  such. 

7)  “You  went,  and  I went,  and  both 
of  us  parted.'’ 

Vexed,  the  editor  completely  revises 
the  synopsis,  makes  elaborate  sugges- 
tions for  a proper  Soviet  lyric.  Docile, 
the  poet  does  exactly  as  he  is  told, 
produces  on  effusion  which  the  Zam- 
oisk Spooler  publishes  under  an  eight- 
column  streamer  reading: 

MORE  POWER  TO  LYRICS! 

FORWARD! 

There  was  no  bench,  there  was  no 
moon, 

There  were  no  birds  nor  flowers. 

They  did  not  kiss,  they  did  not  spoon — 
Accountant  Petrov  and  the  daughter 
of  Station  Master  Kowers. 

He  said,  “I  finished  my  report,” 

And  she  replied,  “I’m  glad.” 

They  rose  . . . both  left 
For  everything  was  . . . said. 

—TIME. 
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National  Intercollegiate  Wrestling  Meet 


®itf 

ijntfl  lu'tMi'lu'm 

Offers  Convenient  Headquarters  and  all  the 
Comforts  and  Service  of  a Modern  Hotel 
to  visiting  Athletes  and  Guests 


PHONE  2900 


Had  a rather  bad  time  at  the  Drake  s dinner. 
1 told  Mrs.  Drake  how  well  she  looked  in  a bustle.’ 
“What’s  wrong  with  that?’’ 

“She  wasn’t  wearing  a bustle.” 

Harvard  Lampoon 

BURR 

And  then  there’s  the  one  about  the  conscientious 
Nudist  who  drove  into  the  colony  and  stripped  his 
gears. 

Penn.  “Punch  Bowl 

BURR 

“Check  your  oil,  sir?’ 

“Nope  I’ll  take  it  with  me.’ 

Yellow  Jacket 


Once  Madame  Schumann-Heink  was  making  an 
appearance  for  charity  purposes  in  Cleveland.  It 
was  necessary  for  her  to  come  from  the  back  of  the 
stage  through  a somewhat  crowded  orchestra.  As 
she  came,  she  tipped  over  racks,  knocked  orches- 
trations on  the  floor,  bumped  into  innumerable 
chairs,  encountered  countless  instruments,  and  gen- 
erally created  havoc. 

The  very  agitated  director  shook  his  wand  and 
his  fingers  at  her  in  an  effort  to  divert  the  onslaught 
of  her  approach.  “Madame,  he  entreated,  “go 
sideways,  Madame,  go  sideways. 

To  which  our  embarrased  heroine  replied,  throw- 
ing up  her  hands  in  exclamatory  explaining,  “Mein 
Gott,  I haf  no  sideways.’ 

Hamilton  Royal  Gaboon — 
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Opposite  the  new 
Waldorf  Astoria 
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of  the  famous  swimming  pool ■ 


ELTON 


at  49^  and  Lexinqt^n  NEW  YORK 


A Shelter  for  Students 

When  the  Shelton  opened  (8  years 
ago)  we  began  catering  to  college 
men  and  women.  Gradually  their 
patronage  has  increased;  we  feel 
safe  in  asserting  that  more  students 
make  the  Shelton  their  New  York 
home  than  at  any  club  or  other  hotel. 
One  reason  for  this  is  the  free  recre- 
at’cnal  features  plus  a desire  to  serve 
on  the  part  of  Shelton  employees. 
Room  from  $2.50  per  day  and 
$50.00  per  month  upward. 


Special  Offer 

Combination  Dinner  and  Swim 
$1.50  — available  to  both  women 
and  men  (suits  free). 


Club  features  (free  to  guests) : Swimming 
pool;  gymnasium;  game  rooms  for  bridge 
and  backgammon;  roof  garden  and  solar- 
ium; library  and  lounge  rooms. 


— ALSO  — 

Bowling,  squash  courts  and  cafeteria. 
Reasonable  prices. 


SUGGESTIONS  FOR  IMPROVING  OUR  UNI- 
VERSITY BOTH  TECHNICAL  AND 
OTHERWISE 

1 • — Escalators  for  all  upgrade  steps  on  the  cam- 
pus, and  shute-the-shutes  for  all  downward  transpor- 
tation. This  improvement  also  to  be  made  for  the 
fraters  in  Sayre  Park,  with  the  Theta  Debs  to  pay 
half  the  assessment. 

2.  — A Robot  to  be  hired  as  Registrar,  in  order 
that  we  might  have  a more  human  person  in  that 
office. 

3.  — Prettier  girls  in  the  offices  of  someone  be- 
sides our  pal,  Curtis.  The  man  is  human,  after  all, 
but  there  is  no  reason  why  a man  must  go  to  see  how 
many  cuts  he  has  in  order  to  catch  a glimpse  of 
Beauty  in  this  brain  factory.  How  much  easier  it 
would  be  to  chat,  while  waiting  for  her  boss  to  come 
out  of  conference  with,  say,  the  beautiful  new  helper 

of  Professor  er — a — a;  well  we  cannot  cast 

any  aspersions  on  the  pulchritude  of  any  special  per- 
son, but  wouldn  t it  improve  the  De- 

partment. 

4.  — At  least  ten  copies  of  Boccaccia  s “Decame- 
ron’ in  the  Browsing  Room.  After  thirteen  attempts 
to  corner  the  damn  volume  we  have  given  up.  And 
the  reader  does  not  always  have  on  a black  tie, 
either. 

5.  — Phonograph  records  to  be  made  for  all  stu- 

dents who  meet  people  at  home  who  go  to  other 
colleges,  which  begin  with,  “Well,  maybe  our  foot- 
ball team  beat  only  Muhlenberg,  but  did  you  note 
how  our  wrestling  team  . 


SAY,  HEINIE,  ARE  YOU  GOING  TO  THE 
WRESTLING  MEET? 
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Burr-lesque 

Economic  Crisis! 

THREE  nudists  rode  into  Upper  Yoder,  Penn- 
sylvania, the  other  day  on  the  back  of  an  old 
milk  horse,  and  went  directly  down  Luzerne  street. 
The  citizens  of  that  austere  village  were  very  much 
disturbed.  People  with  no  clothes  on  are  usually 
unattractive  but  two  of  these  nudists  were  doubly 
so,  having  stomachs  of  great  protuberance.  At  any 
rate  the  townsfolk  were  up  in  the  air.  They  imme- 
diately summoned  Bill  Woods,  that  ever  reliable 
arm  of  the  law,  who  arrested  the  two  nudists  with 
the  large  abdomens  and  lodged  them  in  the  local 
hatch,  on  the  ground  that  inflation  is  illegal. 

Down  With  the  Capitalists 

IT  is  a well  known  fact  that  our  cities  are  the 
places  where  all  the  money  is  found  and  that 
the  urban  sections  harbor  the  dirty  capitalists  who 
are  trampling  the  poor  country  folk.  It  is  also  a well 
known  fact  that  when  ten  farmer  hoarders  were 
apprehended  last  week,  a total  of  twelve  thousand 
dollars  was  garnered  from  their  barn  lofts  and  pot 
holes.  The  same  day  ten  big  city  bankers  were  re- 
vealed to  be  hoarders,  the  sum  total  found  in  their 
possession  amounting  to  1 2c  and  two  irredeemable 
Buffalo  street  car  checks. 


Five  Marx 

KARL  Marx,  the  great  hero  of  modern  Com- 
munists, socialists,  black  shirts,  red  shirts  and 
most  everybody  else,  took  the  part  of  the  masses 
to  be  able  to  get  a dictatorial  position  for  himself. 
He  admitted  that  much  himself.  His  general  knowl- 
edge and  acumen  regarding  affairs  politica  and  eco- 
nomic must  certainly  have  been  something  to  write 
home  about,  but  despite  his  ability,  he  never  could 
seem  to  be  able  to  balance  his  own  budget  or  keep 
enough  mazuma  in  his  pocket  to  buy  spinach  for  the 
wife  and  kids.  1 think  I like  his  four  brothers  best. 

Of  Chorus 

IN  the  words  of  Henry  J.  Flunk,  economic  adviser 
of  the  League  for  the  Prevention  of  any  more 
Plans  to  Speed  Prosperity,  what  this  country  needs 
is  more  chorus  girls.  The  depression  has  been  felt 
in  that  field  like  in  all  others,  Flunk  says.  (It  is  really 
not  so  bad  as  in  some,  however:  once  a chorus  girl, 
always  a coarse  girl).  What  would  happen,  Henry 
feels  sure,  is  that  if  there  were  more  chorus  girls, 
the  amount  of  salary  paid  to  chorus  girls  would  be 
greater,  thus  increasing  demand  for  cosmetics,  su- 
gar daddies,  and  in  time  every  thing  else,  including 
tomato  juice  cocktail  and  silver  tie  pins.  It  is  inev- 
itable that  investment  in  orchestra  seats  would  be  in- 
creased, anyway. 
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Panacea 

1 THINK  what  this  country  needs  is  less  prohibi- 
tion and  more  beer.  Just  think:  if  everybody 
got  drunk  enough,  including  the  president,  his  ad- 
ministration, all  the  capitalists,  all  the  workers  and 
all  the  loafers,  nobody  would  give  a damn,  includ- 
ing the  president,  his  administration,  all  the  capital- 
ists, all  the  workers  and  all  the  loafers.  If  only  the 
workers  got  drunk,  the  capitalists  wouldn’t  get  any- 
where; and  if  all  the  capitalists  got  drunk,  the  work- 
ers could  go  to  town:  so  the  messes  (I  mean  masses) 
would  come  out  on  top  any  way  you  look  at  it.  And 
that  seems  to  be  what  the  masses  want.  I guess  the 
remedy  is  for  everybody  to  go  and  get  themselves 
good  and  plastered.  At  any  rate,  if  all  the  back  seat 
drivers  got  drunk,  there  would  be  less  accidents. 

BURR 

First  Soph — What  kind  of  oil  do  you  use  in  your 
car,  Bill? 

Second  Frosh — Well,  I usually  start  out  by  tell- 
ing them  I’m  lonely. 

BURR 

Pullman  Porter  (sadly):  Yas  suh!  de  berth  rate 
suah  am  declining! 

- — - — BURR 


“VAT  VE  NEED  ISS  A GOOT  REVOLUTION  OR 
WE’LL  ALL  BE  SHOOTS  TO  HELL 
GOLDAMMIT!” 


“WHY  MISS  GILLINGHAM,  YOU  HAVEN’T 
CHANGED  A BIT  IN  YEARS.” 

BURR 

A boy  and  a girl  were  dancing  and  the  boy  said 
to  the  girl: 

“What  a beautiful  light  you  have  in  your  eyes, 
my  dear.” 

“Oh,  that’s  because  of  the  beautiful  color  of  the 
dress  I’m  wearing,”  said  the  girl.  “You  see,  I have 
chameleon  eyes  and  they  light  up  to  the  color  of 
the  dress  I have  on.” 

“Fine,”  said  the  youth,  “the  next  time  we  go  out 
in  my  car,  I hope  you’ll  wear  a green  dress.” 

BURR 

UNDER  COMMUNISM 

Si  Perkins  purchased  a new  threshing  machine 
from  a large  implement  company.  The  machine  ar- 
rived in  due  time  and  shortly  after  its  arrival,  Si 
received  a letter  from  the  company  asking  how  he 
liked  the  performance  of  the  “Wonder-Thresher.” 

Si  wrote  a letter  in  reply,  saying  that  the  machine 
was  certainly  a beaut,  but  it  would  not  run  in  spite 
of  all  his  efforts  to  operate  it.  The  company  prompt- 
ly sent  a representative  to  Si’s  farm  to  find  out  where 
the  trouble  was.  The  representative  asked  Si  if  he 
had  followed  the  directions  carefully  and  Si  re- 
plied : 

"I  sure  did.  The  directions  said  “Pull  lever  A and 
then  lever  B and  the  machine  will  operate  smoothly 
and  efficiently.’  Wal,  I pulled  lever  A and  then  left 
er  be  but  the  danged  contraption  moved  nary  a 
wheel.” 
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“I  HATE  TO  SEEM  LIKE  AN  OLD  GOSSIP 
DEAN,  BUT  THERE’S  SOMETHING  FERMENT- 
ING ON  THIS  CAMPUS.” 

BURR — 

An  extremely  tall  girl  had  an  exceedingly  short 
young  man  taken  to  court,  where  she  charged  him 
with  being  a masher.  She  told  the  judge  that  the  de- 
fendant had  walked  up  to  her  on  the  street  and  de- 
liberately kissed  her.  The  judge  looked  at  the  two 
of  them  for  a minute  and  laughed  loud  and  long. 
Finally  he  said  to  the  girl: 

“My  dear  young  lady,  do  you  expect  the  court 
to  believe  that  this  little  runt  of  a man  could  walk 
up  to  a girl  as  tall  as  you  are,  and  kiss  her?  How 
do  you  explain  that?” 

“Well,  judge,  said  the  girl,  “couldn’t  I bend 
over  a little? ” 

BURR 

UNDER  CAPITALISM 

It  seems  that  twenty  years  ago  in  a small  college 
called  Lafayette  there  was  an  old  German  prof, 
who,  believe  it  or  not,  had  the  student  slant  on 
things  in  general.  The  old  Dutchman  had  a beautiful 
young  maid  whom  the  studes  were  won't  to  visit. 
They  became  too  much  of  a bother  to  even  this  old 
gentleman,  and  so  he  was  forced  to  discharge  her. 
Several  evenings  later  the  professor  was  awakened 
by  calls  and  low  whistlings  in  the  back  yard,  evi- 
dently intended  to  summon  the  former  maid.  As 
we  said  before,  the  old  gentleman  had  the  students 
slant  on  life.  Consequently,  instead  of  losing  his 
temper  over  his  loss  of  sleep,  he  stuck  his  bald  head 
out  of  the  window  and  called,  “Sorry  poys,  but  we 
haf  gone  oud  of  der  business.” 


AND  SO  I LAY  ME 

An  old  sailor  who  had  retired  from  the  seas  was 
living  in  a tumble  down  house  on  the  waterfront  of 
a big  city.  The  pastor  of  the  local  waterfront  mission 
visited  him  one  day  in  hopes  of  giving  him  a little 
spiritual  aid.  Now,  the  sailor  owned  a very  elegant 
male  parrot  and  the  minute  the  pastor  entered  the 
house,  the  parrot  spouted  forth  a vocabulary  which 
would  have  done  credit  to  the  proverbial  trooper. 
The  old  sailor  was  very  embarrassed  and  began  to 
turn  various  shades  of  red.  The  pastor,  being  a very 
understanding  man,  put  the  old  salt  at  ease  by  tell- 
ing him  that  such  a performance  was  not  at  all  un- 
usual for  a sailor’s  parrot  and  that  it  cast  no  reflec- 
tion whatsoever  upon  the  character  of  its  owner.  The 
pastor  added  that  he  had  a very  beautiful  female 
parrot  which  he  kept  at  the  mission,  and  which  spent 
all  of  its  time  praying.  In  fact,  this  beautiful  creature 
prayed  night  and  day  without  rest.  The  old  gob  was 
surprised  to  hear  about  a parrot  that  would  do  so 
much  praying,  and  finally  suggested  that  if  the  pas- 
tor brought  over  his  parrot  and  put  in  the  cage  with 
the  male  bird,  the  latter  might  be  reformed.  The 
pastor  agreed  and  the  plan  was  carried  out  imme- 
diately. As  soon  as  the  parrots  were  alone  together 
the  sailor’s  bird  said: 

“Hi  Babe!  How  about  a little  loving?’’ 

“O.  K.  big  boy,  ’ answered  the  other,  “What  the 
hell  do  you  think  I’ve  been  praying  for  all  these 
years?  ’’ 


“TECHNOCRACY?  BAH.  WHAT  WE  NEED 
ISS  A REVOLUTION!” 
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HITLER,  MUSSOLINI  and 
STALIN  EXPOSED 


Editor's  note:  This  is  the  first  and 
last  of  a series  of  articles  on  the 
European  political  situation  by 
that  eminent  Rhode  Island  clam- 
digger,  Moron-Al-Hash,  known  to 
his  intimates  wherever  intimates 
are  known  to  him  as  NORMAN 
ALPER. 


We  sailed  away  from  Hoboken  on  a sea  of  azure 
blue  bound  for  the  forbidden  city  of  Mecca,  there 
to  walk  around  the  sacred  stone  the  whilst  mumbl- 
ing the  unknown  words  which  would  bring  us  the 
blessings  of  Allah  and  the  Boston  Braves  a pennant. 
Little  did  I know  that  ere  the  next  Chinese  New 
Year  arrived  my  companion,  Christian  Mohammed 
Lefkowitz  and  I would  be  feted  and  booted  by  po- 
tentates and  dictators  of  Europe  and  Asia,  not  to 
mention  that  cute  little  trick  in  Marseilles,  named 
Renee.  Ah  those  glamorous  nights  under  the  board- 
walk at  Cannes  with  Marcelle,  the  Sultan  s favorite 
and  my  second  choice.  Will  we  ever  forget  Pots- 
dam, which  Mephistopheles,  (I  always  call  Lefko- 
witz Mephistopheles)  so  quaintly  called  “Dampots"’ 
in  reference  to  an  experience  which  he  had  and 
which  I shall  refrain  from  mentioning,  out  of  con- 
sideration for  my  adult  readers. 

Three  miles  out 
the  Coast  Guards 
forced  to  abandon 
of  a leaky  bottom 
later  proven  to  be 
Bmirsch  who  was 
the  employ  of 
were  fortunate  in 
boat  and  contin- 
Renee,  and  to  vic- 
ling  away  from 
we  d i s c o v ered 
named  Mehitable  Entwhistle  of  Tompkins  Corner, 
New  Hampshire  had  secreted  herself  in  the  prow  of 
our  trusty  little  vessel  which  we  already  christened 
"Blood  (Blood  Vessel,  get  it?).  Upon  discovering 
her  we  hoisted  the  distress  signal  and  were  soon  re- 
lieved of  her  when  a shark  named  Rollo  snatched 
her  from  our  midst.  Another  stowaway  was  soon 
discovered  and  then  another  and  another,  and  be- 
fore long  we  were  a merry  party  facing  the  unknown 
with  the  same  spirit  with  which  Columbus  faces  Col- 
umbus Square.  We  were  men  of  iron  and  in  our  lit- 
tle party  were  women  of  a different  mettle.  Alone 


of  Hoboken,  as 
cry,  we  were 
our  ship  because 
named  Smoots, 
a porthole  named 
a secret  agent  in 
Technocracy.  W e 
securing  a 1 i f e- 
ued  to  Europe,  to 
tory.  After  pul- 
the  sinking  ship 
that  an  old  maid. 


with  twelve  companions  we  crossed  the  treacherous 
shoals  of  raging  sea,  while  two  continents  awaited 
with  baited  breath,  (Did  you  say  Halitosis)  for 
news  of  our  flight  from  Egypt. 


I shall  never  forget  my  second  visit  to  the  Louvre 
for  there  I met  my  first  concierge.  Ah,  but  it  was 
lovely,  walking  through  the  Playground  of  Kings 
with  my  concierge,  my  heart  beating  more  rapidly  as 
"Iggy"’  with  but  a look  warded  off  the  oncoming 
throng  of  “Feelthy  peecture’  vendors.  We  strolled 
to  our  apartment  (boarding-house,  to  you,  pal)  arm 
in  arm,  like  two  lovers  in  Bretagne,  unmindful  of 
the  staring  crowds  and  screeching  urchins.  Night  was 
coming  and  the  dim  gray  shadows  of  Paris  silently 
warned  against  the  pitfalls  which  awaited  the  unwily. 


Ah,  but  I felt  se- 
knowledge  that 
Paris  was  an  open 
side,  guiding  me 
who  thronged  the 
w h i 1 e awaiting 
res  who  were  to 
doorways.  At  last 
apartment,  in  Le 
C a r n e r a.  That 
ed  for  bed,  stand- 
deshabille,  Iggy 


cure  with  the 
"Iggy  to  whom 
book,  was  by  my 
from  the  pupitres 
Champs  Elysees, 
their  hors  d'oeuv- 
be  seen  lurking  in 
we  reached  our 
Rue  de  la  Grande 
night  as  I prepar- 
m y 
and 


mg  alone  in 
entered 


drawing  me  to  him  he  kissed  me  on  both  cheeks, 
the  while  pinning  the  ribbon  of  the  Legion  of  Honor 
on  my  deshabille,  his  red  whiskers  tickling  my 
shoulders.  Indeed,  I shall  never  forget  that  evening, 
standing  alone  under  his  whiskers. 


If  any  of  my  readers,  God  Bless  'em,  have  fol- 
lowed me  thus  far,  they  will  be  shot  at  sunrise  the 
next  rainy  morning,  even  as  I was  shot  while  a le- 
gionnaire in  the  French  Foreign  Legion.  “Corporal 
de  la  grande  Schnozzola,”  was  my  nickname,  al- 
though officers  of  rank,  and  all  of  them  were  not  of 
rank  but  were  rank,  called  me  by  an  Arabian  nick- 
name "Hamid  A1  Rashish  al  Bagdad  al  Smyrna  al 
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Cairo  meaning,  ‘Beloved  of  the  twelfth  daughter 
of  the  Sultan  by  his  fourth  wife  who  was  educated 
in  England.  Ah  dear  me,  those  glamorous  still 
week-ends  1 spent  with  little  Cocaine,  as  I playfully 
called  the  dope.  Moonlit  nights  beside  her  father  s 
tent  at  the  Oasis  of  Hachahacha  with  naught  to  break 
the  silence  but  the  braying  of  a camel  or  her  old 
man’s  snoring,  a cool  wind  sweeping  away  the  des- 
ert heat  whilst  Cocaine  and  I sipped  at  our  glasses 
of  Beera-Beera.  How  1 recall  my  arm  stealing  about 
her  slender  waist  and  then  her  warm  melodic  voice 
like  the  murmur  of  brooklets  in  a far  off  land,  softly 
yet  firmly  telling  me  that  her  cigarettes  are  in  the 
other  pocket.  T was  there  at  the  oasis  of  Hachahacha 
that  1 wrote  poems  of  praise  to  the  fairest  daughter 
of  the  East.  I can  yet  see  her  as  she  listened  raptur- 
ously whilst  1 read  to  her  my  latest  madrigal, 

“Desert  sands  and  a caravan 
And  a woman's  bearded  face 
The  voice  of  the  Prophet  is  calling 
For  I’ve  trumped  my  partner  s ace. 

And  so  on  into  the  nights  of  calm  and  content- 
ment, thinking  of  Omar  Terwilliger’s  immoral  son- 
net, 

“A  jug  of  gin, 
ale  and  to  hell 
you  in  the  wilder- 

Ah,  dear  read- 
you  could  have 
we  neared  Barce- 
two  peasants,  we 
M e p h i stopheles 
name  of  Don 
and  I to  the  pseu- 
na.  Spain  was  in 
tion  flared  even 
dancing  girl  whom  I shall  call  Damita,  although  after 
she  picked  my  pockets  whilst  1 slept  on  the  beach 
1 called  her  my  little  Spanish  onion,  and  words  to 
that  effect.  I can  never  forgive  her  for  her  infidelity, 
for  she  also  picked  Don  Quixote  Ginsberg  s pockets. 
Somehow  1 lost  all  faith  in  Spanish  women,  but  upon 
recalling  that  I was  formerly  penniless  and  now 
found  a dime  in  those  self-same  pockets,  I philoso- 
phized with  Leibnitz,  a stray  mongrel  of  no  partic- 
ular charm,  less  evident  ancestry  and  a strong  Span- 
ish resemblance.  “Leibnitz,  I spake,  what  do  you 
think?’  and  like  a flash,  Leibnitz,  who  had  read 


a bottle  of  ginger 
with  sitting  with 
ness!  ” 

er,  how  1 wish  that 
been  with  me  as 
Iona.  Disguised  as 
sauntered  on, 
answering  to  the 
Quixote  Ginsberg 
donym  of  Ramo- 
a turmoil,  revolu- 
as  the  skirts  of  the 


Candide  in  an  unabridge  French  edition  retorted 
“All  things  are  for  the  best,’’  and  disappeared  after 
a cat. 


Those  days  of  wandering  and  nights  of  amour 
had  hardened  my  soul  and  spirit,  I was  tired  of  it  all 
and  wanted  peace,  a pipe  and  some  fair  hands  to 
prepare  my  three  squares  a day,  to  soothe  my  trou- 
bled thoughts  and  perhaps  even  to  yell  at  me  “Take 
your  damned  feet  off  the  table!’’  In  brief,  I sought 
my  ideal  woman.  Ah,  but  it  was  hard  work,  scan- 
ning the  faces  of  thousands  of  applicants,  but  at 
last  she  came,  a little  weak,  a mere  bit  of  humanity 
weighing  two  hundred  ten,  but  sweet  and  gentle-like 
an  ox.  She  came  to  me  one  morning  when  I had  de- 
spaired of  all  things,  and  in  a tone  like  the  rustle 
of  a tent  flap  on  a cold  December  morning,  spake 
loudly  but  not  gently  in  my  ear,  “Get  up  you  tramp, 
what  the  hell  is  the  idea  of  sleeping  on  my  front 
porch?  I gazed  into  her  one  good  eye,  asking  in  a 
low  tone  “Do  you  own  this  house,  “Yes,  she  an- 
swered, “I  inherited  it  from  my  late  husband,’  and 


with  that  she 
tear.  “Madame,’’ 
have  found  you, 
with  one  fell 
me  into  the  palace 
Queen  of  Pdoo- 
dom  in  the  cen- 
so  I spend  my 
memoirs  for  pos- 
Polish  rummy  with 
ter,  a Reverend 
whilst  my  darling 
carries  on  the  af- 
which  I have  heard 


brushed  aside  a 
I cried,  “at  last  I 
my  ideal,”  and 
swoop  she  carried 
for  it  was  she,  the 
fus,  a tiny  king- 
tral  Balkans.  And 
days,  writing  my 
terity  or  playing 
the  Prime  Minis- 
Mr.  T r a ff  o r d, 
wife,  now  blonde, 
fairs  of  state 


are  quite  simple,  consisting  of 
the  sale  of  postage  stamps  and  an  occasional  vend- 
ing of  penny  candy.  All  is  peaceful  and  quiet  here 
in  Pfoodus,  as  I sit  here  dictating  my  memoirs  to  a 
bevy  of  former  Ziegfield  beauties,  (Get  off  my  lap, 
Dorine,  and  give  the  other  girls  a chance).  Yes,  all 
is  lovely  and  peaceful  here  in  Pfoodus. 


BURR 


He — Do  you  want  to  see  something  swell? 
She — I’m  ready  for  anything. 

He — Soak  a sponge  in  water. 
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CAROTHERS:  “WHO  WAS  THE  GREATEST 
FINANCIER  OF  ALL  TIME?” 


Justice:  How  did  the  accident 

happen? 

Young  Man:  “Why,  I dimmed 

my  lights  and  was  hugging  a 
curve.  ” 

Justice:  "Yeah,  that’s  how 

most  accidents  happen.” 


One Do  you  believe  in  the  naked  truth. 

Another — Sir,  do  you  dare  to  acuse  me  of 
Nudism  ? 


BURR 


Vest  Pocket  Guide  of 
Isms  for  Rushed  Business  Men 

(both  of  them) 

Warning:  Don’t  let  them  get  in  your  hair. 

SOCIALISM:  Something  which  makes  people 
think  they  are  dissatisfied  when  the  price  of  eggs  is 
only  1 5c  per  doz.  and  autographed  pictures  of  your 
favorite  movie  star  are  being  used  as  scratch  paper. 

CAPITALISM:  A state  of  condition  whereby  if 
you  have  more  than  five  cents  in  your  pocket  some- 
body will  probably  be  putting  a pineapple  in  beside 
the  five  cents. 

NUDISM:  We  have  reports  that  there  is  nothing 
to  this. 

TECHNOCRACY : Several  funny  fellows  at  a 
school  up  in  New  York  (we  have  been  asked  not  to 
divulge  the  name)  who  had  nothing  to  do  in  their 
spare  time. 

COMMUNISM:  This  is  a very  vague  sort  of  thing 
that  everybody  thinks  about  once  in  a while  but  no- 
body knows  what  the  hell  it  is.  It  was  tried  once  at 
a place  called  Russia  where  the  people  are  appar- 
ently very  common  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the 
word. 

MARXISM:  I guess  this  is  heaven,  because  the  only 
thing  I associate  with  Marx  is  lovely  music  on  harps, 
dissapation,  chasing  women  around,  cigar  smoke, 
auction  sales  and  other  pleasant  things. 

REEDISM:  We  hate  to  even  make  mention  of 
this — it  is  such  a delicate  subject  for  crude  handlers 
like  us.  It  has  something  to  do  with  piles  or  polls  or 
something  like  that. 


BURR 

ORIGIN  OF  THE  NUDIST  CULT 

Old  Mother  Hubbard 

Went  to  the  cupboard 

To  get  her  poor  daughter  a dress. 

When  she  got  there 

The  cupboard  was  bare 

And  so  was  her  daughter  I guess. 


“BIRTH-CONTROL  IS  NA-ARTS  — VE  NEED 
A REVOLUTION!” 
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An  Interview 

After  many  long  hard  years  of  research,  and  the 
exploration  of  miles  of  red  tape,  at  last  have  I been 
granted  an  interview  with  the  great  Hitleronisky, 
USSSR.  With  the  aid  of  my  coveted  permit  I have 
succeeded  in  satisfying  all  the  guardians  of  His 
Greatness  (Hats  off,  please)  with  the  single  excep- 
tion of  the  office  boy.  1 now  face  that  individual. 
For  a moment  I live  in  anguish,  fearing  lest  my 
cause  is  lost;  I,  who  have  bluffed  even  General  Bun- 
sky  wilt  under  the  scrutiny  of  this  domineering 
young  upstart.  God  how  I suffer  those  fifteen  seconds 
until  his  almost  casual  nod  allows  me  to  enter,  head 
bowed  and  bared,  the  presence  of  His  Greatness, 
just  what  was  the  name?  O yes,  Mussohitlersky. 
The  following  is  the  first  and  only  publication  of  the 
discourse  that  followed. 

INTERVIEWER  ( 1 ) : Er,  er,  what  does  your 
Greatness  think  of  politics  in  the  United  States? 

INTERVIEWED  (2):  Not  often.  They,  partic- 
ularly the  boys  in  New  York  and  Chicago,  do  pret- 
ty well.  I should  like  to  see  more  assassinations.  A 
few  presidents,  particularly  in  the  Universities. 

I ( 1 ) : Well  then,  your  Greatness,  what  do  you 
think  of  the  Russian  Revolution? 

I (2)  : Call  me  Mac.  They  didn’t  chaage  enough. 
But  you  should  have  seen  General  Bunzky,  back- 
field,  pass  one  hundred  yards  to  the  last  Czar.  That’s 
why  I’m  the  ruler  now. 

I ( 1 ) : Now  just  what  are  your  views  on  Wrestl- 
ing? 

I (2):  A great  plan,  mainly,  a builderupper.  We 
find  it  a very  beneficial  exercise  in  the  harems.  Of 
course  our  melees  are  not  to  be  compared  with 
those  held  at  Bethlehem,  but  we  do  pretty  well. 
Come  and  visit  my  harem  sometime,  here  is  a pic- 
ture of  one  of  my  best. 

Reporter’s  note;  Who  says  Russia  is  in  bad 
shape? 

1(1):  Does  your  Greatness  approve  of  Nudism? 

I (2)  : Call  me  Mac,  and  lay  off.  I can’t  take  it. 

I ( 1 ) : Do  you  understand  Technocracy,  Mac? 

I (2):  Understand  it?  I invented  it.  We  have 
been  using  that  system  here  for  years.  Everybody 
works  and  nobody  gets  paid.  It’s  a great  idea.  Here, 
have  a fifteen  centimeter  dyne  per  second  cigar. 

As  they  lit  up  the  ambitious  inquirer  takes  a deep 
breath  and  prepares  to  ask  the  question  that  he  has 
been  saving  for  the  grand  finale. 

I ( 1 ) : Tell  me,  Mac,  what  do  you  know  of  the 
Five  Year  Plan? 

I (2 ) : The  Which? 

The  Reporter  faints. 


DURANTE:  “NOAH.  BECAUSE  HE  ORGAN- 
IZED A STOCK  COMPANY  WHILE  ALL 
THE  REST  OF  THE  WORLD  WAS 
SUBMERGED.” 


Mother:  “I  don’t  think  the  man 
upstairs  likes  Johnnie  to  play  on 
his  drum.’ 

Father:  “Why?” 

Mother:  “Well,  this  afternoon 
he  gave  Johnnie  a knife  and 
asked  him  if  he  knew  what  was 
inside  the  drum. 


“VY  SHOULD  VE  TALK  ABOUT  REFOREST 
ATION ? VE  NEED  A REVOLUTION!” 
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Lehigh’s  Lineup 


1 18  lb.  Class 
125  lb.  Class 
135  lb.  Class 
145  lb.  Class 
155  lb.  Class 
165  lb.  Class 
175  lb.  Class 
Unlimited 


Milo  Meixell 
’“Bob”  Dalling 
“Cel”  Peck 
Gaylord  Day 
“Ben”  Bishop 
’“Pete”  Peck 
“Gus”  Kremer 
George  Wolcott 


Eastern  Intercollegiate  Champion 
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Sheridan,  the  Man 

By  Robert  Moore 


The  National  Intercollegiate  wrestling  meet 
which  will  be  held  at  Lehigh  University,  March  24 
and  2 5 will  bring  to  a fitting  climax  the  twenty-third 
session  that  Lehigh’s  “Little  Giant,”  Billy  Sheridan, 
has  guided  the  Brown  and  White  matmen. 

It  seems  a particularly  happy  fact  that  the  com- 
mittee in  charge  has  chosen  Lehigh  as  the  site  for  the 
tournament,  in  view  of  the  fact  that  this  year’s  edi- 
tion of  Lehigh  wrestling  has  been  one  of  the  most 
successful  in  history,  having  passed  through  the 
dual  meet  season  undefeated,  and  winning  the  sixth 
eastern  championship  in  seven  years. 

It  appears  that  it  would  not  be  out  of  order,  at 
this  point,  to  mention  a few  facts  about  “Billy”  him- 
self, the  man  who  has  been  the  main  cause  for  the 
exceptional  success  of  Lehigh  wrestling. 

Although  Sheridan  is  known  far  and  wide  as  a 
remarkable  coach,  it  is  not  generally  realized  that 
fine  a coach  as  he  is,  he  is  an  even  greater  wrestler 
in  his  own  right. 

Billy’s  first  experience  as  a tournament  wrestler 
took  place  in  Scotland  when,  in  1 904,  a mere  un- 
known youth,  he  entered  the  Scottish  champion- 
ships as  a representative  of  the  Scotch  National  Ath- 
letic Club  and  proceeded  to  walk  off  with  the  126 
and  1 35-lb.  championships.  That  remarkable  be- 
ginning won  him  fame  overnight,  and  he  soon  be- 
came the  man  to  be  feared  throughout  the  width 
and  breadth  of  Scotland,  wherever  a wrestling  tour- 
nament was  held.  Nor  was  Billy  particular  whom  he 
fought,  for,  in  addition  to  retaining  his  125  and  135- 
lb.  championships  for  five  consecutive  years,  he  en- 


tered every  tournament  he  could  find,  and  defeated 
all  comers  up  to,  and  including,  the  1 58-lb.  class. 

Weight  didn’t  mean  much  to  Sheridan  in  gaining 
a championship,  and  what  particular  country  he  won 
it  in  meant  less.  In  1908,  we  find  Billy  enthroned  as 
the  126  and  135-lb.  champion  of  Scotland,  the 
158-lb.  champion  of  England  and,  coming  to  Can- 
ada in  the  fall  of  that  year,  he  proceded  to  win  the 
1 45-lb.  title  of  the  Dominion. 

During  his  career  as  a tournament  wrestler,  Sher- 
idan amassed  the  amazing  record  of  having  won 
seventy-four  wrestling  tournaments.  In  addition,  he 
was  never  defeated  in  a match. 

Billy  didn’t  remain  long  in  Canada,  however,  and 
soon  came  to  the  United  States  and  settled  down  in 
Philadelphia.  Here  he  once  again  broke  into  the 
wrestling  limelight,  this  time  in  a peculiar  manner. 

A friend  of  Billy’s,  knowing  of  his  interest  in  the 
mat  sport,  introduced  him  to  the  captain  of  the  Penn 
wrestling  team,  who  courteously  invited  him  to  have 
a workout.  But  Billy  had  not  been  long  enough  in 
this  country  to  have  absorbed  the  principles  of 
American  etiquette,  and  in  an  extremely  short  space 
of  time,  the  genial  host  found  himself  on  his  back, 
gazing  raptly  at  the  ceiling,  with  a surprised  expres- 
sion on  his  face  and  a three-quarter  nelson  on  his 
neck.  Whereupon  Billy  was  hired  on  the  spot  as 
coach  of  wrestling  at  Penn. 

Our  “Scotch  terror  remained  at  Penn  for  two 
years  until,  in  1911,  Bosey  Reiter  heard  of  him  and 
made  arrangements  with  Mike  Murphy,  then  at 
Penn,  to  have  Billy  come  to  Lehigh  as  wrestling 
coach.  In  addition  to  this  task,  Sheridan  would  also 
serve  as  ground’s-keeper  and  trainer. 

Billy’s  success  at  Lehigh  dates  from  his  arrival. 
His  first  year  here,  he  produced  a champion,  ‘'Bull 
Watson,  who  gained  the  title  in  the  1 75 -lb.  class. 
Since  then,  he  has  produced  at  least  one  title  holder 
per  year.  It  may  be  safely  said  that  Billy  has  made 
Lehigh  “wrestling-conscious. 

Among  Billy’s  other  activities,  he  has  guided  the 
Bethlehem  Steel  soccer  team  to  three  champion- 
ships, and  was  sports  editor  of  the  Bethlehem  Times. 

It  seems  hard  to  believe  that  a man  of  such  var- 
ied accomplishments  could  be  human,  but  he  is.  He 
has  a wife  and  family,  enjoys  hunting  and  fishing, 
and  is  the  best-laved  man  on  the  campus.  Yes,  he’s 
human,  an  ordinary  man,  but — "what  a man.” 
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Did  You  Say  Wrestling? 

The  records  of  another  dual  meet  wrestling  sea- 
son have  been  written  into  the  annals — the  portrayal 
of  a glamorous,  thrilling  season  in  which  Lehigh 
wrestlers  rode  roughshod  through  seven  opponents 
to  more  securely  grip  Lehigh’s  title  to  wrestling  su- 
premacy and  to  add  another  crowning  laurel  of 
achievement  to  Billy  Sheridan,  dean  of  American 
college  wrestling  coaches. 

Lehigh  swept  through  Harvard,  21-1  1,  Syracuse, 
24-6,  and  Yale,  2 7-5,  in  the  first  three  meets.  Un- 
expected opposition  was  found  at  the  half-way  mark 
in  Cornell;  but  the  Brown  and  White  came  through 
to  a 19-11  victory. 

The  United  States  Naval  academy  presented  the 


for  most  improvement  shown  by  a freshman  wrestl- 
er, led  the  team  in  scoring  with  the  impressing  rec- 
ord of  six  falls  and  one  decision  in  seven  bouts. 

“Mike,  combining  perfect  conditioning  with  a mas- 
terful set  of  holds,  most  prominent  of  which  was  a 
wrist  roll,  constantly  thrilled  the  spectators  with  his 
sensational  victories. 

Ben  Bishop,  eastern  intercollegiate  champion  in 
the  1 4 5 -lb.  class,  was  second  in  scoring  for  the 
Brown  and  White,  gathering  four  falls  and  three  de- 
cisions in  seven  bouts.  Bishop’s  keen  sense  and  mas- 
tery of  a variation  of  holds  clearly  substantiated  his 
championship  qualities. 

Capt.  Pete  Peck,  165-lb.  champion  in  1931, 
wrestling  in  the  175-lb.  division  this  season  in  all 
but  the  opening  meet,  won  three  falls  and  four  de- 
cisions, to  trail  Bishop  in  third  place.  Peck’s  most 


strongest  opponents  of  the  season,  holding  Lehigh 
to  a 16-12  win.  Princeton  was  vanquished  23%-4%, 
and  a supposedly  strong  Pennsylvania  team  received 
the  worst  defeat  of  any,  trailing  at  31-3,  in  the  clos- 
ing meet. 

Meixell,  Dalling,  Bishop  and  Captain  Peck,  Le- 
high’s “Four  Horsemen  of  wrestling,  closed  the 
dual  meet  season  with  undefeated  records.  Of  the 
nine  other  men  who  represented  Lehigh  on  the  mat 
during  the  recent  campaign,  only  three  failed  to 
garner  any  points. 

Lehigh,  in  garnering  a total  of  1 61  % points  to  the 
opponents’  521'6,  scored  20  falls,  20  time  decisions 
and  one  draw,  whereas  the  opponents  gained  only 
three  falls,  1 5 decisions  and  one  draw. 

Milo  Meixell,  winner  in  1931  of  the  Lewis  cup 


interesting  bout  of  the  season  was  that  one  at  Cor- 
nell in  which  he  defeated  Bancroft,  former  national 
champion. 

Bob  Dalling,  126-lb.  eastern  champion,  wrestled 
above  his  own  class  in  the  1 35-lb.  division  in  all  but 
the  last  meet.  Dalling  won  all  his  bouts  in  the  1 35-lb. 
division,  but  was  limited  to  five  decisions  due  to  the 
weight  disadvantage.  He  scored  a fall  in  his  last 
bout,  the  only  one  he  wrestled  in  his  regular  weight. 

Gus  Kremer  replaced  Captain  Peck  in  the  I 65-lb. 
division  after  the  opening  meet,  and  scored  two  falls 
and  one  decision  against  strong  opposition.  Kremer 
showed  constant  improvement,  but  lost  bitter  ar- 
guments on  decision  to  Coleman  of  Navy  and  Lee 
of  Penn,  two  of  the  strongest  grapplers  in  the  I 65-lb. 
class. 
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“Tiny”  Wolcott  was  Lehigh’s  only  successful 
heavyweight  this  season.  Wrestling  in  only  the  last 
three  meets.  Tiny  won  two  falls,  but  lost  a decision 
to  “Killer”  Kane,  Navy’s  powerful  heavy.  Wolcott 
was  heavyweight  for  the  freshmen  in  1931,  but  be- 
cause of  a broken  wrist  injury,  he  was  unable  to 
wrestle  last  year. 

Bud  Loux,  sophomore,  and  “Bo  Bauman,  were 
the  other  heavyweights  who  wrestled  in  the  first  four 
meets.  Both  were  unsuccessful,  Loux  losing  two 
falls  and  one  decision,  and  Bauman  losing  in  the 
opening  meet  on  a fall. 

Case,  sophomore  and  brilliant  wrestler  from  last 
year’s  frosh  team,  won  three  decisions  and  lost  an 
equal  number  in  the  126-lb.  class.  Case  started  the 
season  with  three  consecutive  wins,  but  he  could  not 
overcome  the  stronger  opposition  of  his  three  last 
opponents. 

John  Beidler,  letterman  from  last  year,  was  Le- 
high’s representative  in  the  1 45-lb.  class  until  the 
Yale  meet  when  he  suffered  an  unfortunate  shoulder 
separation.  In  his  three  bouts,  Beidler  gained  one 
fall  and  one  decision,  and  lost  one  decision. 

Gaylord  Day  and  Cel  Peck  replaced  Beidler  for 
the  balance  of  the  season.  Day  gained  one  fall  with 
a spectacular  key-lock  hold,  was  held  to  a draw,  and 
lost  one  decision.  Cel  Peck  lost  his  sole  145-lb.  bout 
by  a decision,  but  gained  two  decisions  in  the  1 35-lb. 
class. 

Bob  Frismuth,  representing  Lehigh  in  the  1 75-lb. 
class  in  the  opening  meet  with  Harvard,  lost  his  sole 
bout  of  the  season  on  a decision  after  a strong 
fight. 


WATTAMAN! 

“That’  s no  way  to  wrestle.  Hey,  bridge!  No,  roll 
over,  Yeah,  that  way;  no,  the  otherway.  There  he  is 
thrown.  If  I were  only  out  there.  What  a lousy  ref- 
eree. Hey!  Handsome,  why  don't  you  let  'em 
wrestle.  That  decision  is  all  wrong.  Guess  I know 
the  rules. 

“Yoo,  hoo.  Oh  Alyce,  here  1 am,  over  on  this 
side.  (To  Himself)  Swell  gal;  and  nuts  about  me. 
(Aloud)  Hey  you,  cheerleader,  shut  up,  I can’t  hear 
her.  Oh  well,  the  bout’s  over,  about  (get  that  one 
reader)  time,  too.  Boo,  what  a decision,  rotten!  I 
could  spot  them  both  forty  pounds  and  beat  them. 
These  engineers  don’t  know  wrestling  either;  the 
Business  students  are  worse.  Oh  look  at  the  great 
big  adorable  manager  trying  to  announce  the  win- 
ners correctly.  And  such  a sweet  voice  to  go  with 
his  manliness.  Picture  the  deah  boy  selling  apples, 
or  even  ESKIMO  PIES.  These  coaches  don’t  know 
anything  about  it.  1 shall  have  to  teach  them  my 
energy  system.  Hey,  youse  guys,  who  wants  to  see 
all  my  medals  for  wrestling.  Here  they  are.  I got  a 
million  of  them. 

There  goes  the  head  of  the  Business  administra- 
tion department.  He  tried  to  compete  or  match  wits 
with  me.  AND  HE  CAN’T  TAKE  IT.  And  I gave 
him  plenty.  Nobody  can  beat  ME! 

Meek  bysitter  who  would  like  to  enjoy  the  af- 
fair in  progress:  And  who  are  you,  may  I ask? 

• “ME,  I'm  Scott.  Howard  Scott,  Technocracy  ex- 
pert. Here  have  a card. 


♦ 


WHEN 

CHAMPIONS 

GET 

TOGETHER 


♦ 
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Old  Mother  Goosky 


Old  comrade  Hubbard 
Went  to  the  cupboard 
To  get  some  bread  for  a man. 
When  she  got  there 
The  cupboard  was  bare, 

Hurrah  for  the  Five  Year  Plan. 


Little  Serge  Horner 
Sat  in  a corner 
Drinking  a toast  to  Lenin. 

He  filled  up  his  glass 

And  drank  it  down  fast 

And  said  what  a good  boy  I’ve  been! 


Marya  had  a great  big  son 
His  beard  was  long  as  Santa’s 
And  everywhere  that  sonny  went, 
It  reached  down  to  his  pantas. 


Jasha  Spratt  could  get  no  fat. 

His  wife  could  get  no  lean. 

Between  them  both  they  starved  to  death 
On  the  Soviet  cuisine. 


Sing  a song  of  tractors 
Pockets  full  of  wheat. 

Four  and  twenty  kulaks 
Hanging  by  their  feet. 

When  the  wheat  is  all  sold 
The  Reds  will  shout  hurrah. 
Now  isn’t  that  a pretty  plan 
For  the  U.  S.  S.  R.  ? 


Rockabye  Russia  and  the  wheat  crop 
While  Stalin  rules  the  world  we  will  shock 
If  Capitalists  come,  the  Communists  fall, 
Down  will  come  Stalin,  Soviet  and  all. 


Three  dumb  serfs. 

Three  dumb  serfs, 

They  all  started  living  the  communal  life 
Now  each  one  has  six  kids  and  no  wife, 
Three  dumb  serfs. 


\Xmile  we  stop  to  rest  and 
admire  the  beautiful  out  yonder 
lets  enjoy  a Chesterfield 


mm 


•v 


r\  - 
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—And  the  Banks  Are  Closed! 

Copy  of  a letter  actually  received  by  a 
bank  from  a business  man  (?)  whom  they 
had  repeatedly  called  for  additional  mar- 
gin on  his  loans. 


Gentlemen : — 

I wish  to  inform  you  that  the  present  shattered 
condition  of  my  bank  account  makes  it  impossible 
to  send  you  my  check  in  response  to  your  request. 
My  present  financial  condition  is  due  to  the  effect 
of  the  federal  laws,  state  laws,  county  laws,  incor- 
poration laws,  by-laws,  brother-in-laws,  and  out- 
laws, that  have  been  foisted  upon  an  unsuspecting 
public.  Through  these  various  laws  I have  been  held 
down,  sat  on,  walked  on,  flattened,  squeezed,  and 
broken  until  I do  not  know  what  I am,  where  I am, 
or  why  I am. 

These  laws  compel  me  to  pay  a merchant  tax, 
capital  tax,  excess  tax,  incorporation  tax,  water  tax, 
cigar  tax,  auto  tax,  gas  tax,  real  estate  tax,  property 
tax,  light  tax,  school  tax,  syntax,  liquor  tax,  and 
carpet  tax,  and  when  I am  dead  they  look  for  an 
inheritance  tax. 

In  addition  to  these  taxes  I am  required  and  re- 
quested to  contribute  to  every  society  and  organiza- 
tion that  the  inventive  mind  of  man  can  invent  and 
organize;  to  the  Society  of  St.  John  the  Baptist,  the 
Woman’s  Relief,  Navy  League,  the  Children’s 
Home,  the  Policemen  s Benefit,  The  Dorcas  Society, 
the  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  the  Gold  Diggers’  Home,  also  to 
every  Hospital  and  Charitable  Institution  in  town; 
the  Red  Cross,  the  Black  Cross,  the  White  Cross, 
the  Purple  Cross,  the  Flaming  Cross,  and  the  Double 
Cross. 

The  Government  has  so  governed  my  business, 
that  I do  not  know  who  owns  it.  I am  suspected,  ex- 
pected, inspected,  and  disrespected;  examined,  re- 
examined, informed,  required,  commanded,  and 
compelled  until  all  I know  is  that  I am  supposed  to 
provide  an  inexhaustible  supply  of  money  for  every 
known  and  unknown  deed,  desire  or  hope  of  the 
human  race,  and  because  I refuse  to  donate  to  all, 
and  then  go  out  and  beg,  borrow  or  steal  money  to 
give  away,  I am  ousted,  cussed,  discussed,  boycot- 
ted, talked  to,  talked  about,  lied  about,  held  up, 
held  down,  and  robbed  until  I am  just  about  ruined. 

The  only  reason  that  I am  clinging  to  life  at  all 
is  to  see  what  the  hell  is  coming  next. 

Yours  respectfully, 


IMPOSSIBLE  INTERVIEWS 
Dr.  Carothers  converses  with  Howard  Scott. 

Dr.  Carothers:  I have  been  telling  my  economics 
classes  all  about  your  wonderful  advances  in 
the  field  of  Technocracy Take  for  in- 

stance my  boy’s  pocket  knife.  You  have  to 
consider  it’s  marginal  utility  and  not  the  num- 
ber of  ergs  required  to  make  it. The  three 

greatest  economists  in  the  world  were  having  a 

meeting  and  I said  to  the  other  two Take 

tennis  balls  for  instance etc.  etc. 

Howard  Scott:  Gosh  Neil,  you  certainly  have  me  all 
balled  up. 


BURR 

33 — You  just  lost  my  text  book.  What  shall  I do? 
36 — Take  this  dictionary,  you  will  find  all  the 
words  from  your  book  in  it. 

BURR 


What  every  young  girl  should  know:  A grapple  a 
day  keeps  the  Doctor  away. 


OFFICER,  ARREST  THESE  PEOPLE  THEY’VE 
BEEN  HOARDING! 
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THE  PADRWISKI  REVOLT,  OR  KAZOTSKA, 
THE  NEW  RUSSIAN  STEPPE 

By  Leonard  M.  Lake 

“ — And  with  the  dawn  a man  went  forth  into  the 
world  with  a new  lease  on  life,  a birth  certificate,  a 
stuffed  polecat  under  his  right  leg,  and  a mouth  that 
felt  like  the  inside  of  a well  worn  felt  slipper.’  Ah, 
my  friends,  there  was  life,  there  was  adventure,  there 
was  a man! 

So  was  the  story  of  the  Prdwiski  Revolt  told  to 
me,  and  so,  my  friend  shall  I tell  it  to  you.  Let  me 
start  from  the  beginning  and  work  back. 

I was  a young  carefree  laddie  but  three  years  out 
of  Dannemora  when  the  events  happened  which  I 
will  relate  to  you.  It  was  a foggy  morning  in  Alba- 
nia, that  morning  of  March . It  just  occured  to 

me  that  for  very  obvious  reasons  1 had  better  not 
mention  the  date.  Let  us  call  it  March  the  Smith,  or 
do  you  prefer  March  the  Cholomondey-Brooks? 
Word  had  come  but  one  hour  before  to  the  little 
vine  covered  sewing  machine  where  I then  dwelt, 
that  a young  Latvian  named  O Reilly  had  deliber- 
ately insulted  the  serene  majesty  of  the  Belgravian 
embassy  by  stretching  out  in  the  gutter  before  the 
legation  and  shouting  “Oh  what  an  as  Siam.  As  we 


tv 

FREE  LOVE  OFFICER  — 

HAVEN’T  YOU  HEARD? 


When  things  go  wrong,  Nudists  just  grin  and 
bare  it. 


all  know,  Siam  had  recently  signed  a disarmament 
pact  with  the  province  of  Jehol,  and  since  Jehol  is 
bordered  on  the  South-East  by  Jugo-Slavia,  the 
gravity  of  the  situation  was  not  clear  till  we  found 
out  that  the  Belgravian  consul  didn’t  like  O’Reilly’s 
face  anyway. 

Not  ours  to  reason  why,  not  ours  the  carfare  to 
ride,  so  we  walked  rapidly  out  of  town  and  slept  in 
the  suburbs  to  get  away  from  the  trolley  car.  After 
a fine  night’s  sleep  we  all  took  a saner  view  of  the 
situation  and  approached  the  subject  with  a new 
feeling  of  competence  to  get  hold  of  the  trolley  fare. 
Some  fast  thinking  convinced  us  that  the  best  plan 
was  to  trade  the  Ford  in  on  two  new  vice  presidents 
and  start  from  scratch.  We  didn’t  arrive  at  Scratch 
until  two  the  next  afternoon.  It  proved  to  be  a town 
of  two  men  and  a cow.  We  had  tea  with  the  popula- 
tion in  the  Plaza  overlooking  the  municipal  bowling 
allies.  As  there  was  no  tea,  we  had  milk  instead.  The 
cow  poured.  This  incident  was  inserted  only  to  show 
you  the  attitude  of  the  common  people  to  the 
Pdrwiski  Revolt.  Everywhere  we  went  we  were  re- 
ceived with  open  arms.  In  one  little  town  they  even 
welcomed  us  with  open  fire  arms.  We  went  away 
from  there. 

Coming  up  to  the  Mexican  border,  we  picked  up 
three  tortillas,  nice  lace  tortillas  they  were,  like  you 
see  in  bull  fights,  and  entered  the  cpuntry  as  a pica- 
dor, named  Isidore  and  Humidore  respectively. 

Hurrying  back  to  Poland  with  the  code  (We 
caught  the  code  in  a snow  storm),  we  arrived  to  see 
Pdrwiski  march  into  Litvok  at  the  head  of  his  troupe. 
He  had  a troupe  of  trained  dogs  that  year.  Now  the 
strange  thing  about  the  Pdrwiski  troupe  is  that  it 
was  run  on  a Democratic  policy.  They  even  had  a 
Post-Master  General  named  Farley.  Whenever  the 
plans  were  to  be  changed,  Farley  went  to  each  of 
the  other  dogs  and  said,  “Mr.  Pdrwiski  wants  that 
you  all  should  vote,  nicht  wahr?  On  one  occasion, 
however,  the  dogs  were  not  satisfied  with  the  re- 
sults of  the  vote.  An  Irish  setter  called  Fitz-Gold- 
burg  went  to  the  boss  and  said,  “I  want  a Revote, 
Pdrwiski!  Pdrwiski  turned  and  said,  “You  lie,  you 
hound.”  But  the  damage  was  done,  and  from  that 
time  on,  Fitz-Goldburg  has  been  affectionately 
called  the  Pdrwiski  Revolt. 


IiURR 

As  a Nudist,  she’s  a complete  bust! 
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The  Bare  Facts 

One  glorious  spring  day  last  week,  while  strolling 
down  Third  street  mid  the  delightful  mingled  odors 
of  malt  and  hops,  fish,  garlic,  onions,  and  crowded, 
jostling  humanity,  innocent  of  and  undefiled  by 
soap  and  water,  I became  absorbed  in  the  beauty 
of  nature  in  the  raw.  “Ah,”  thought  I,  “how  could 
anyone  dwell  neath  the  gloomy  shroud  of  pessi- 
mism on  a day  like  this?” 

But  I was  soon  to  find  my  answer,  for,  as  I saun- 
tered up  to  the  corner  of  Third  and  Adams,  I dis- 
cerned a sight  which  was  to  lure  me  from  my  opti- 
mistic reverie.  There,  lying  prostrate,  his  chin  rest- 
ing on  the  curbstone,  his  right  arm  around  a lamp 
post,  and  his  left  trailing  into  the  street,  futilely 
clawing  at  the  dirt  and  filth  between  the  paving 
bricks,  lay  a hopeless,  despicable  derelict  of  a man. 
As  I came  close  enough  to  frighten  the  mice  which 
were  nesting  in  the  scraggly  tangle  of  his  long  grey 
beard,  I noticed  that  his  lean  frame  was  racked  by 
sobs,  and  that  the  tears  ran  in  a veritable  torrent 
from  bleary,  red-rimmed  eyes,  pouring  down  the 
gutter,  into  the  sewer.  “My  word,”  1 mused,  "how 
utterly  depressing. 

Hearing  my  step,  he  turned  his  thin  neck,  fast- 
ened his  gaze  on  my  legs.  Being  a sympathetic 
soul,  1 inquired  the  reason  for  his  evident  grief  and 
destitution.  With  a mighty  effort,  he  sat  up,  his 
movements  chasing  swarms  of  parasitic  flies  from 
the  soup  stains  on  his  vest  to  a nearby  ashcan.  He 
turned  his  wrinkled,  tear-stained  visage  up  to  mine. 

It’s  a long,  long  story,  he  groaned,  in  a weak, 
squeaky  voice  like  the  protests  of  a trapped  mouse. 
“At  one  time  I was  a respectable  travelling  sales- 
mon  whose  only  fault  was  being  irresistably  and 
morbidly  fascinated  by  female  charms  and  anatomy. 
I sometimes  wonder  why  1 didn’t  become  a surgeon 
or  a producer  of  burlesque  shows.” 

“When  I first  started  out  as  a salesman,  I used 
to  stand  on  busy  street  corners  on  windy  days  in 
order  to  better  view  the  slim,  seductive  ankles  of 
beautiful  women  getting  in  and  out  of  the  horse- 
cars.” 

“From  ankles  I progressed  to  shapely  calves  in 
1922,  and  to  dimpled  knees  in  1925.  I’ll  never  for- 
get the  wonderful  thrill  I received  when,  in  a 
crowded  subway  in  New  York,  I saw  my  first  well- 
formed  thigh.  I shall  always  regard  this  incident  as 
the  highwater  mark  of  my  career. 

“Last  year,  to  my  unbounded  joy,  I received  an 


invitation  to  join  a nudist  colony,  which  was  to  meet 
on  the  same  night  and  initiate  me  into  the  pleasures 
of  nudism.  I called  a cab,  and  gave  the  driver  the 
address,  little  suspecting  that  I was  never  to  reach 
that  destination.  For,  silhouetted  behind  the  shade 
of  one  of  the  windows  in  Moravian  Seminary,  I 
strained  my  eyes  to  see  one  of  the  most  exquisite 
female  figures  that  I had  ever  laid  eyes  on.  But 
this  extra  strain  was  the  last  straw  for  eyes  that  had 
been  strained  by  years  of  such  work.  Something 
snapped,  the  vision  faded,  and  I realized  that  I had 
become  nearsighted.  I could  scarcely  see  an  ob- 
ject six  inches  in  front  of  my  face.  I told  my  driver 
to  drop  me  on  the  Hill-to-Hill  bridge.  On  the  wall 
of  the  bridge,  I realized  that  I hadn’t  the  courage  to 
jump,  to  take  my  own  life.  So  I came  here,  where 
I have  since  spent  most  of  my  time,  grieving  over 
my  loss,  and  utilizing,  to  its  best  advantage,  in  this 
position,  the  dim  eyesight  which  remains. 

With  that  he  turned  back  to  his  original  position, 
looking  up  only  when  he  heard  the  step  of  a passer- 
by. 1 left  him,  and,  thanking  my  maker  for  two 
good  eyes,  went  and  joined  a Nudist  cult. 

BURK 

NUDES 

I think  that  I shall  never  see 
A full  fledged  nudist  colony. 

A place  where  one  in  summer  wears 
Naught  but  a smile  and  gaily  bares 
A joyous  soul  and  with  great  zest 
Forgets  all  cares  but  insect  pests. 

Poems  are  made  by  fools  like  Kilmer, 

As  for  me,  I’ll  take  vaniller. 
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BLANKETY-BLANK  VERSE 

I thought  you  thought 
I meant  business. 

You  thought  I thought 
You  meant  well. 

Thoughts,  then  action. 
Adverse  faction. 

You  cried,  ‘Stop  It.” 

I said,  “HELL.” 


“VE  ARE  NOW  IN  DE  MIDST  OF  A 
REVOLUTION!” 


Then  there  was  that  girl,  who  came  to  Lehigh 
for  the  Nationals  and  learned  how  to  “sit  out.” 

burr 

A certain  father  became  very  much  afraid  that  his 
curious  son  would  ask  him  an  embarrassing  question 
in  front  of  his  friends  about  his  nose,  which  his  wife 
had  badly  damaged  as  punishment  for  his  glorious 
intoxication  of  the  night  before.  To  make  sure  of 
this  not  happening,  he  nudged  the  child  to  keep 
quiet  about  it.  The  child  promptly  responded,  “Ah, 
I wasn’t  going  to  say  anything  about  your  nose,  I 
was  just  looking  at  it.” 


M.  GOOSE  RHYMES  I HAVE  KNOWN 
Jerd  Penguin 

Have  you  heard  of  the  penguin  bird. 

The  one  named  Jerd,  with  the  form  absurd. 
He  stands  when  he  sits  and  sits  when  stands 

He  comes  by  himself  or  he  comes  in  bands, 
His  beak  is  his  bill  and  his  arms  are  his  hands 
His  loving  disposition  insures  his  position 
Because  this  disposition  is  of  his  own  volition. 

You’re  a better  bird  than  I am  Jerd  Penguin. 

Luke  Le-o-pard 

I don’t  go  for  the  Le-o-pard 

He  cannot  change  his  spots 
He’ll  be  wearing  the  same  old  coat 

When  we  are  all  big  shots,  or  something. 

Zeb  Zebra 

The  zebra  is  an  animule 

That  ea-si-ly  makes  you  a fool 
You  think  he’s  black  you  think  he’s  white 
And  either  way  you're  right,  maybe. 

Oily  Owl 

Of  all  the  fowls  which  growls  and  howls 
Us  fellows  likes  the  owls 
H e’s  wise  and  flies  with  big  brown  eyes 
In  fact,  he’s  fine  and  dandy. 


“VELL!  VE  HAD  A REVOLUTION!” 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


Senior  Class  Ballot 

(VOTING  OPEN  TO  EVERYONE) 

After  each  item  insert  one  name,  a member  of  the  Class  of  1933,  to  whom  you  think  it  best  applies.  Then 
turn  the  ballot  in  to  the  Union  Office,  Drown  Hall. 

The  result  of  these  ballots  will  appear  in  the  Spring  House  Party  Issue. 

Wisest  . 

Thinks  He  Is 
Dumbest 
Knows  He  Is 
Handsomest 
Thinks  He  Is 

Laziest  

Best  Athlete  

Best  Mexican  Athlete 
Most  Considerate 
Most  Conceited 
Most  Popular 
Most  Sarcastic 
Biggest  Bluffer 
Biggest  Course  Crabber 

Class  Clown  

Best  Politician 

Best  Student  

Worst  Student 

Most  Energetic  . 

Best  Dressed 
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Let’s  Go  Technocrazy 

According  to  some  engineer. 

Technocracy  will  soon  be  here. 

We  ll  never  have  to  work  and  slave, 

Nor  will  we  ever  hoard  and  save. 

For  everyone  will  have  the  wealth 
To  eat,  drink,  and  enjoy  himself. 

He  says  that  we  ll  have  belter  times 
If  we  resort  to  ergs  and  dynes. 

If  this  be  true,  I cannot  see 
Why  I should  hoard  my  currency. 

Perhaps,  within  another  year, 

It  won’t  be  worth  a single  beer. 

I’ll  never  need  a single  cent 
To  pay  my  bills  and  monthly  rent. 

Instead  of  dollars,  quarters,  dimes. 

We  ll  spend  and  earn  in  ergs  and  dynes. 

Now  you  and  I may  see  this  change, 

But  won't  it  be  a wee  bit  strange, 

When  each  man  works  two  hours  a day 
And  everyone  gets  equal  pay 
And  each  man  makes  all  we  can  use 
Of  hats,  or  coats,  or  shirts,  or  shoes? 

And  what  would  be  the  use  of  Crime? 

We’d  all  have  lots  of  ergs  and  dynes. 

Campaign  speeches  will  cease  to  bore, 

For  Politics  will  be  no  more. 

No  dirt,  no  graft,  no  ballyhoo, 

Mud-slinging  will  be  taboo. 

No  Republicans,  no  Democrats; 

We  ll  all  be  ardent  Technocrats 
And  Science,  with  precision  fine, 

Will  rule  our  land  with  ergs  and  dynes. 

If  Technocrats  achieved  their  goal, 

We’d  never  dwell  in  this  darn  hole. 

We  d never  rack  our  brains  in  college 
In  uselessly  pursuing  knowledge? 

Why  should  we  dull  vocations  learn 
In  hopes  some  day  we  ll  money  earn? 

Your  work  is  worth  the  same  as  mine 
In  Technocratic  ergs  and  dynes. 

We  ll  never  have  to  use  our  beans. 

We  d leave  all  that  to  our  machines. 
Machines  would  serve  our  wants,  and  maybe 
Machines  might  possibly  make  a baby 
But  I prefer  the  present  way, 

The  personal  and  pleasant  way. 


The  kids  1 have  will  then  be  mine, 
Not  little  nameless  fergs  and  dynes. 

Though  each  new  idea  has  its  flaws, 

1 hope  some  helpful  Santa  Claus 
Improves  on  our  posterity 
And  brings  us  some  prosperity. 

It’s  time  I stopped  this  musing,  so 
I guess  I’ll  pack  my  thoughts  and  go 
For  I’m  all  out  of  words  to  rhyme 
With  ergs  and  dynes. 


BURR 


NO  NUDES  IS  GOOD  NUDES 

Things  have  come  to  a prr  tty  pass.  The  other  day, 
while  walking  along  Fifth  Avenue,  I noticed  a group 
of  about  twenty-five  or  thirty  people,  entirely  de- 
void of  clothing,  nonchalantly  meandering  along, 
gazing  into  windows,  and  apparently  unconscious  of 
their  surroundings.  The  passerby  paid  little  atten- 
tion to  them,  for  they  too  were  strolling  about  with- 
out any  kind  of  attitre.  How  strange  it  seemed  to 
me.  Just  five  short  years  ago,  in  1933,  those  days 
of  never  a worry  or  care,  a naked  person  on  the 
street  was  an  unheard  of  occurrence.  True,  one  could 
go  into  the  country  and  see  any  number  of  nudist 
cults,  but  nothing  like  this.  To  get  down  to  the 
bare  facts — it  all  happened  because  of  the  way  wo- 
men dressed.  Yes,  I know  that  there  seems  to  be  lit- 
tle connection,  but  nevertheless  it’s  the  truth.  Wo- 
men for  years  had  been  discarding  more  and  more 
in  the  way  of  clothes,  and  putting  less  and  less  be- 
tween themselves  and  the  public  gaze.  In  19  35  men 
decided  that  things  had  gone  far  enough  when  some 
women  in  Paris  started  the  fad  of  wearing  just  shoes, 
stockings,  a hat,  and  monocle.  Men  decided  to  call 
their  bluff  and  go  so  far  as  to  roam  about  in  the  al- 
together. Altogether  this  created  quite  a sensation. 
But  woman,  sly  creature  that  she  is,  would  not  have 
her  bluff  called,  so  she  also  appeared  in  the  cloth- 
ing in  which  she  made  her  first  appearance,  which 
amounted  to  very  little.  As  a matter  of  fact — noth- 
ing at  all. 

Since  then,  during  three  long  years,  there  have 
been  revolutionary  changes  in  the  forms  of  tick-tack- 
toe,  checkers,  shooting  dice,  dancing  and  other  na- 
tional pastimes,  but  on  the  whole,  everybo  dy  is 
quite  thoroughly  enjoying  him — or  herself. 
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Published  by  the  kind  permission  of  8 
faculty  members,  14  afternoon  classes  of  the 
"One-hour-to-Stay-Off-Pro"  course,  and  the 
advertising  staff  (they  just  sold  an  ad!) 
Not  published  on  Mondays,  Wednesdays, 
Thursdays,  Saturdays,  Sundays,  and  when 
common  decency  forbids. 


Member  of  the  International  Order  of 
Barflies,  The  Movie  Goers  Association,  the 
Blah.  Blah,  Blah. 

Office  and  Lounging  Room 

C-S  (Cool?  Sleeping)  Hall 

OFFICERS 
Editor  in  Chief 

Mortimer  Muslimouth  Buttonose 
EDITORIAL  DEPARTMENT 
Let  Mortimer  do  it! 

BUSINESS  DEPARTMENT 
Let  "Our  Boy”  Charlie  do  it! 


Sob-script  ion  rates:  We  dare  you  to  sub- 
scribe after  you  graduate!  Otherwise,  we 
give  you  $2.50  to  take  it  ($3.48  in  Upper 
Nyassa). 


REEDITORIALS 

After  finally  and  completely 
settling  the  athletic  situation,  or- 
ganizing student  spirit  (s),  run- 
ning the  whole  works,  the  Frown 
and  Bite  launches  on  its  greatest 
endeavor — Let’s  abolish  the  fac- 
ulty! 

For  countless  years  anxious 
seekers  after  wisdom  have  come 
to  Lehigh.  But,  what  have  they 
found?  Oh,  beer,  of  course,  but 
we  mean — what  about  the  facul- 
ty? Don’t  answer  that  — we  ’ll 
tell  you! 

The  faculty  fails  to  realize  that, 
in  order  to  receive  our  respect, 
they  must  stop  cutting  classes! 
Recently  a Frown  and  Bite  poll 
proved  that  a professor,  after  he 
has  been  here  46  years  cuts  a class 
at  the  rate  of  once  every  24.37 
years.  Those  figures  may  be  sur- 
prising, but  that’s  nothing! 

Do  you  realize.  Men  of  Le- 
high (Ah!  1 like  that  phrase,  let’s 
try  it  again)  I repeat,  Men  of  Le- 
high, that  every  class  these  facul- 
ty members  cut  costs  you  exactly 
30  minutes  of  valuable  sleep? 
Well,  it  does,  especially  if  you 
take  courses  under  . . . (Permis- 
sion of  Copyright  Owners  NOT 
granted) . 

And,  besides  these  startling 
facts  — what  do  they  do  but 


sneak  off  to  the  movie  to  see 
Mickey  Mouse  and  Joan  Craw- 
ford, or  fall  asleep  writing  a new 
text,  or  even  (I  hate  to  expose 
this),  spend  too  much  time  at  the 
Rotary  Club  or  Y.  M.  C.  A.  (Hor- 
rors!) 

Therefore,  we,  the  ruling  voice 
at  Lehigh,  demand  the  abolition 
of  the  entire  faculty!! 


AROUND  OTHER 
CAMPUSES 


At  Mount  Holyoke,  the  girls  have 
decided  to  cut  out  having  dates  for  the 
proms  at  Stanford.  Only  during  Lent, 
of  course. 

* * * 

At  Lafayette,  three  footballers  quit 
spring  training,  because  they  received 
another  cut.  “Besides,”  quotes  one 
Muggs  Kalocovvitz,  "I  come  to  dis  here 
collitch  only  fer  to  be  ejewcated,  Bo.” 
* * * 

Three  Cedar  Crest  girls  were  arrest- 
ed on  a suspicious  person  charge,  aft- 
er attempting  to  climb  through  a Del- 
aware Avenue  fraternity  house  win- 
dow. The  girls  were  released,  because 
of  their  immature  years. 


CORRECTION 

Through  an  oversight  of  three 
editors,  an  advertising  manager, 
five  reporters,  and  a linotype  oper- 
ator. the  Frown  and  Bite  erron- 
eously stated  in  its  last  issue  that 
Prof.  Max  Eisenbaum  would  speak 
at  the  Women’s  Club  on  “The 
Molecular  Theory  and  its  Place  in 
Technocracy.”  This  was  a slight 
error  on  our  part.  Instead,  it  should 
have  been  Mrs.  Amelia  Twitchit, 
who  spoke  before  the  I.  W.  W., 
Branch  No.  137  on  “The  Sex  Life 
of  Neanderthal  Man.” 


LETTERS  TO  THE 
EDITOR 


Dear  Town  and  Campus  Man: 

I think  it  would  be  just  too  cute,  if 
you  included  in  your  column  sometime 
the  interesting  fact  that  Mr.  Poe  Ten- 
nyson Longfellow  Goldsmith,  ’36, 
FLUNKED  English! 

Yours  for  a saner  proleteriat, 
Alex  Q.  Flannelmouth,  Ex-’33. 


THE  OLD  LEHIGH  MIND 
GOES  AWANDERING  AGAIN 

Brown  and  White. 

In  the  back 
Bite,  bite. 

¥ ¥ 

Beethoven  s Club 
Not  quite  a pub. 

Ocassionally  a babe  made 

But  never  a bar  maid. 

¥ ¥ 

The  Kappa  Sigmas 
Have  no  moral  stigmas. 

¥ ¥ 

S.  P.  E.’s  look 
Through  the  telescope. 

See  the  hotel  guests 
Pull  the  rope. 

BURR — 


Hope  the 
Chi  Psi. 
Fish  die. 


IS  MY  FATHER  IN  THERE? 


Was  that  sandwich  quite 
fresh  that  you  sold  me  just  now?’’ 
“Quite,  Sir.  Each  one  is  wrap- 
ped in  transparent  airtight  pa- 
per.” 

I wish  I d known.” 

— BURR 

Man  in  swimming:  “Are  you 
quite  sure  there  are  no  croco- 
diles about  here?” 

Negro  on  shore:  “Yas,  sah.  De 
sharks  done  scare  ’em  away,  sah.” 


■■ 


The  Burr  Presents 


Miss  Bettina  Hall 


from  “The  Cat  and  the  Fiddle” 


Thanks  “Juggler.' 
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Pay  for  1 Room  . . . 
Live  in  9! 

Different individual thoroughly  of  New  York  utterly  unlike  any  other  mode 

of  living,  the  Allerton  Houses  offer  the  ideal  combination  of  home  and  club  life. 

Here  are  the  fellowship  and  facilities  of  the  finest  club rest  and  reading  rooms, 

gymnasia,  game  rooms,  solaria,  dances and  at  rates  adjusted  to  present  day,  com- 

mon sense  standards.  You  share  all  these  privileges — pay  only  for  your  room! 

The  locations  were  selected  with  extreme  care  for  convenience,  accessibility  and  de- 
sirability. You  live  in  the  restricted  East  Side  district,  where  you  can  stroll  in  comfort 
to  midtown  business  and  social  activities. 

If  you  desire  to  maintain  a high  standard  of  living,  without  maintaining  high  expenses, 
find  out  today  what  the  Allertons  have  for  you. 

Inspect  the  Allertons.  Note  their  advantages.  Discover  for  yourself  the  economy 
and  desirability  of  Allerton  living. 

Rates  $10  to  $22  Weekly 


FOR  MEN  and  WOMEN 

38th  ST.  & MADISON  AVE. 
Fraternity  Clubs  Building  CAledonia  5-3700 

Luncheon,  65c  and  75c;  Dinner,  75c  and  $1.00 
Also  Ala  Carte 
143  East  39th  STREET 

East  of  Lexington  Ave.  AShland  4-0460 

FOR  MEN 

302  WEST  22nd  STREET 
Chelsea  3-6454 

FOR  WOMEN 

130  EAST  57th  STREET 

At  Lexington  Ave.  PLaza  3-8841 

Rates  — $12  to  $22 
Luncheon,  50c;  Dinner,  75c  and  $1.00 
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CLUB  RESIDENCES 

IN  NEW  YORK 


EDUCATING  ’36 

This  little  tale  concerns  two  Delta  Phi  frosh  who 
sadly  lacked  that  certain  something  (it  may  be 
handled  with  shovels  or  pitchforks)  which  is  so  thor- 
oughly understood — and  assiduously  practiced  by 
several  of  their  elder  Canadian  brethren. 

It  seems  that  these  two  youngsters  were  inno- 
cently wending  their  way  homewards  when  a comely 
lass  gave  them  the  well-known  “over-the-shoulder, 
come-hither,  or  follow-me. 

Vaguely  remembering  oft  told  stories  of  great 
deeds  in  the  old  days  they  commenced  pursuit.  The 
chase  grew  hot  but  the  gal  was  good.  Fearing  to 
press  matters  too  closely  they  confidentially  brought 
up  the  rear  and,  in  between  clever  remarks  aimed 
at  the  pursued,  congratulated  themselves  on  the 
probable  outcome  of  the  evening. 

Finally  she  turned  and  ascended  the  steps  of  a 
darkened  house.  With  her  hand  on  the  door  knob 
she  slowly  turned  and  faced  them.  Now  was  the  cru- 
cial moment.  With  bated  breath  they  expectantly 
awaited  her  next  words. 

They  came!  She  uttered  two  words,  pregnant  with 


meaning,  and  turned  and  entered  the  house. 

They  were,  "YOU  SAPS!’’ 

The  door  slammed  and  a mocking  laugh  floated 
out  from  within. 

Let  that  be  a lesson  to  ya,  ’36! 


BURR 


SWEEP  ’ER  UP,  ELMER,  SWEEP  ’ER  UP, 
SHE’S  A CAPITALIST 
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Parrot — Somebody  is  going  to  get  kissed. 
Owl — Whoooooooo 

Parrot — Somebody  is  going  to  get  kissed. 
Owl — Whoooooooo 

Parrot — Not  you,  you  horn-rimmed  fowl. 


BURR 


The  following  is  the  quizz  used  for  obtaining  un- 
knowns in  the  Harem.  (Of  course  this  is  just  qualita- 
tive. It  is  quantitative  later.) 

Q.  What  would  you  talk  about  in  a harem? 

A.  It  would  not  be  about  political  movements! 
Q.  What  would  you  do  in  a harem? 

A.  The  engineer  would  find  it  an  excellent  place 
to  study  stresses  and  strains. 

Q.  What  would  you  see  in  a harem? 

A.  Well,  I wouldn’t  look  for  the  nearest  exit! 

Q.  What  would  you  hear  in  a harem? 

A.  Ah — The  sound  of  wind  in  hanging  gardens. 
Q.  Are  there  any  questions? 

A.  Yeah.  What’s  par? 

Q.  That’s  for  you  to  determine.  You  may  start 
with  the  first  unknown.  You  won’t  have  to 
come  back  for  more! 
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ORPHEUM 
DANCE  PALACE 


BEAUTIFUL  GIRLS  — SNAPPY  MUSIC 


Popular  College  Contest  Every 


FRIDAY  NIGHT 


The  Place  to  SEE  and  to  be  SEEN 
Private  Lessons  All  Afternoon 


ANOTHER  PARROT 

This  story  concerns  a lonely  student  who  bought  a 
parrot  to  keep  him  company.  The  parrot,  however, 
maintained  a stolid  silence,  so  the  exasperated  stu- 
dent went  to  the  person  who  had  sold  him  the  bird 
and  complained.  The  shopkeeper  said,  “Just  take 
him  by  the  legs  and  swing  him  around.  He’ll  talk.’’ 

On  returning  to  his  room  the  student  grasped  the 
parrot  by  the  legs  and  whirled  him  around. 

“Wheel’  cried  the  parrot. 

At  this  encouraging  response  the  student  swung 
the  bird  faster. 

“Wheeeee!  was  the  raucous  reply. 

The  third  time  he  whirled  the  bird  about  him 
with  all  his  might,  and  the  parrot  chuckled,  “Hot 
damn,  what  a breeze!’’ 

— Widow. 

BURR 

If  Cleopatra  made  Mark  Anthony  the  mark  he 
was,  If  Julius  Caesar  made  Brutus  the  brute  he  was, 
who  made  Lydia  Pinkham  the  pill  she  is? 

— Buffalo  “Bison.” 


“Did  you  hear  what  happened  to  the  cow  that 
ate  Kentucky  blue  grass?” 

“No.’’ 

“Mood  indigo.” 

— Phoenix. 

burr 

Bellhop  (after  guest  has  rung  for  ten  minutes)  : 
“Did  you  ring,  sir?” 

Guest:  “Hell,  no,  I was  tolling,  I thought  you 
were  dead. 

— Beanpot. 

BURR 

He  mumbled  a few  words  in  church 
And  he  was  married. 

He  mumbled  a few  words  in  his  sleep 
And  he  was  divorced. 

— “Orange  Peel.” 
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ADVICE  TO  THE  LOVELORN 
By  Dorothy  Ni-x 


Bethlehem,  Pa. 

My  Dear  Mrs.  Nix: 

After  deliberating  for  over  a month  about  this 
matter,  I decided  to  write  you  and  find  out  your 
verdict  as  to  my  conduct  of  a certain  date. 

Just  about  a month  ago  one  of  my  very  best  boy 
friends  returned  from  Europe.  He  sent  me  a letter 
and  asked  me  to  meet  him  at  the  dock  and  as  I had 
not  seen  him  for  a good  many  months  I readily  did 
so.  He  was  very  tired  and  I saw  no  wrong  in  going 
to  his  apartment  for  supper  (you  know  how  tired 
one  gets  of  always  dining  out).  Immediately  he 
opened  some  of  the  very  best  champagne,  which  he 
had  sneaked  off  the  boat,  and  made  cocktails,  which 
we  promptly  “knocked-off  (please,  don’t  think 
me  the  type  of  girl  who  uses  slang  but  there  are  so 
few  people  like  ourselves,  Mrs.  Nix,  who  under- 
stand the  real  things  in  life  that  we  forget  and  let  the 
language  of  the  morons  slip  out,  when  we  get  to- 
gether). Next  he  showed  me  his  wine  cellar  and  we 
decided  that  some  Chanti  would  go  wonderfully 
well  with  our  repast,  of  which  for  some  strange  rea- 
son I ate  very  little.  How  could  I have  possibly  re- 
fused the  Napoleon  Brandy  that  he  offered  me  after 
we  were  through?  George  asked  me  if  I wished  to  go 
out  to  the  theater  but  I refused  and  suggested  that 
we  stay  by  the  fire  and  concentrate  as  I did  not  feel 
like  talking  for  some  strange  reason.  So  we  stayed 
home  and  sat  quietly  by  the  fire;  somebody  did  say 
something  about  two  empty  Scotch  bottles  but  I 
think  they  were  kidding. 

That  just  about  covers  everything  and  I am  ask- 
ing you  to  answer  my  question  in  good  faith.  Do  you, 
Mrs.  Nix,  think  that  I did  wrong  in  accepting 
George’s  unselfish  hospitality? 

Confidentially  Yours, 

Lizie  Phnarr. 


Dixville,  U.  S.  A. 

Dear  Lizie: 

Thank  you  for  your  interesting  letter  and  after 
due  deliberation  I find  only  one  word  in  reply  to 
your  question,  “Probably.” 

Affectionately, 

Dorothy  Dix. 


'THOUGHT  SKILL  AND 
* CRAFTSMANSHIP  OF 
A HIGH  ORDER  ARE  DE- 
VOTED TO  THE  MAKING 
OF  OUR  PRINTING  PLATE* 

7//  dCincten  Street 
^efT  Phone- 


Sanders-Reinhardt 

Co..  Inc. 

Photo  - Engravers 


ALLENTOWN.  PENN  A 


t 


McCAA 

STUDIO 

PORTRAITS  BY  PHOTOGRAPHY 

1 1 3 W.  Fourth  Street 

Bethlehem,  Pa. 

BRICKER’S  BREAD 

IS  EATEN  AT 
THE  FRATERNITIES 


32 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


1 fainted  and  they  brought  me  to.  So  I fainted 
again.” 

“Why?” 

“Well,  they  brought  me  two  more.” 

— Oklahoma  Aggievator. 

bukr 


He:  “Have  you  heard  the  story  about  the  nasty 
military  officer?” 

She:  “No.  What  about  him? 

He:  “He  was  rotten  to  the  corps.” 

— U.  of  S.  Calif.  Wampus. 

— BURR 


That  goalies  old  man  is  a millionaire  laxative 
king." 

“Hah — a Plutocrat.” 

— Froth. 


O’REILLY’S 

Bethlehem  s 

Home  of  Nationally  Advertised  Clothes 

KUPPENHEIMER  CLOTHES 
MICHAELS-STERNS 

WORSTED  TEX 

VARSITY  CLOTHES 

ARROW  SHIRTS  STETSON  HATS 

THE  L.  O’REILLY  CO. 

New  at  Third 


ARBOGAST  and  BASTIAN 

MEATS  and  PROVISIONS 

U.  S.  Government  Inspection 
ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


‘But  mister,  you  can’t  arrest  me.  I come  from 
one  of  the  best  families  in  North  Carolina.” 

That  s all  right,  buddy.  I’m  not  arresting  you 
for  breeding  purposes.” 

— Buccaneer. 
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Maid:  “There  are  two  men  standing  outside 

watching  you  dress. 

Madam:  “That's  nothing.  You  should  have  seen 
the  crowds  when  I was  younger!” 

— Buccaneer. 
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Rastus  had  been  arrested  for  speeding.  It  was  his 
fifth  offense,  and  as  he  was  presented  to  the  judge 
he  muttered  something  that  sounded  suspiciously 
like  an  oath. 

“Repeat  that!”  thundered  the  judge. 

“I  didn’t  say  nuthin,  Judge.” 

“You  did  say  something,  and  I want  you  to  re- 
peat it!” 

Well,  all  I says,  Judge,  was  God  am  de  Jedge, 
God  am  de  Jedge  .” 

— Rice  Owl. 


BURR 

SANDY’S  SHORT  STORY 

"Th  ere  are  four  requisites  to  a good  short  story,” 
explained  the  English  teacher  to  the  class.  “Brevity, 
a reference  to  religion,  some  association  with  the 
royalty  and  an  illustration  of  modesty.  Now,  with 
these  four  things  in  mind,  I will  give  you  thirty  min- 
utes to  write  a story.” 

Ten  minutes  later  the  hand  of  Sandy  went  up. 

“That  is  fine,  Sandy,”  she  complimented,  “and 
now  read  your  story  to  the  class.” 

Sandy  read:  “My  Gawd,  said  the  Countess,  take 
your  hand  off  my  knee.” 


— Kreolite  News. 


QUICK  HENRI,  TO  THE  CLUB  CAPRICE! 


hell 


0 CLUB  CAPRICE  SUGGESTS  THE  REFRESHING  HOSPITALITY  OF 
MONSIEUR  MICKEE  ADDED  TO  THE  DELICACY  OF  SAVORY  FOOD 
PREPARED  BY  THAT  MASTER  CHEF  . . . STEPHAN! 


WHERE  LEHIGH  LOOSES  ITS  LIBIDO! 


ARROW  REFORMS  THE  OXFORD  SHIRT 


Many  men  have  liked  the  numerous  virtues  of 
the  oxford  shirt  so  well  that  they’ve  been  willing 
to  gamble  with  its  one  vice — terrific  shrinkage. 

Now  those  men  can  indulge  in  more  pleasant 
forms  of  gambling.  Now  Arrow  offers  an  oxford 
shirt — the  Gordon — that  will  not  shrink ! 

Sanforizing  takes  care  of  that  effectively  and 
enduringly.  No  matter  how  often  the  Gordon 
is  laundered,  its  collar  will  stay  the  correct  size 
. . . its  sleeves  will  expose  the  proper  half-inch 
of  cuff  ...  it  will  remain  the  same  size. 


The  Gordon  is  beautifully  tailored.  And  it  is 
finished  with  a collar  that  falls  heir  to  all  the 
secrets  Arrow  has  learned  in  making  over  two 
billion  collars. 

If  you  like  the  coolness  and  the  unaffected 
smartness  of  oxford,  see  a Gordon. 

It  comes  with  button-down  collar  (which  is 
galloping  back  into  favor)  or  with  plain  collar. 
All  sizes.  All  sleeve  lengths.  And  when  you  buy, 
look  for  the  Arrow  label.  Arrow  Shirts  are  sold 
under  no  other.  In  white  and  colors.  $1.95. 

©1933,  Cl  nett,  Peabody  & Co.,  Inc., Troy,  X.  Y. 


ARROW  SHIRTS  SHRUNK 

n&ut  shirt  if  one  e/ver  shrinks 


